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discomfort. Such was the discomfort she felt when
forced to sit through an unsatisfactory piece of
music badly played. Tantalised, enraged by the
clumsy insensitiveness of the conductor, who put
the stress on the wrong places, and annoyed by the
vast flock of the audience tamely praising and
acquiescing without knowing or caring, so she was
now tantalised and enraged, only here, with eyes half-
shut and lips pursed together, the atmosphere of
forced solemnity increased her anger. All round
her were people pretending to feel what they did
not feel, while somewhere above her floated the
idea which they could none of them grasp, which
they pretended to grasp, always escaping out of
reach, a beautiful idea, an idea like a butterfly. One
after another, vast and hard and cold, appeared to
her the churches all over the world where this
blundering effort and misunderstanding were per-
petually 'going on, great buildings, filled with in-
numerable men and women, not seeing clearly, who
finally gave up the effort to see, and relapsed tamely
into praise and acquiescence, half-shutting their
eyes and pursing up their lips. The thought had
the same sort of physical discomfort as is caused by
a film of mist always coming between the eyes and
the printed page. She did her best to brush away
the film and to conceive something to be worshipped
as the service went on, but failed, always misled by
the voice of Mr* Bax saying things which misrepre-
sented the idea, and by the patter of baaing in-
expressive human voices falling round her like damp
leaves. The effort was tiring and dispiriting. She
ceased to listen, and fixed her eyes on the face of a
woman near her, a hospital nurse, whose expression
of devout attention seemed to prove that she was
at any rate receiving satisfaction. But looking at
her carefully she came to the conclusion that the
hospital nurse was only slavishly acquiescent, and